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MARTYRS 


Moving on a deserted land 
hundreds of Exiled and Chained 
They refused to spend their lives 

in this bloody slavery 

They sta awake and tried 

to guard the flat walls of our town 
Now they walk on this Death March 
Their eyes are nailed to the sky 


Silent and proud Comrades, 

doomed to die for the sake of our rights 
In this hypocritical world 
we have to listen deaf and dumb 

to the speeches of the worms. 


Indefatigable fools 

Never stumbled over hindrances 
on their way to die 

They did never give in 

And they did never sign! 

They did never fall 

and they never said "We're tired’ 


They spent their whole lives on the run 
Never cared about careers 

While others became fat 

In the governments of blood 

Now these judge them before courts 
made of murderers and liars 

The jucgement is pronounced 

9 and their money runs the world 


INTo THE ABYSS 


In school they cultivate the narrowness 
and teach us wars that kings commanded 
but never fightings of the poor 
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a a They're trying to persuade us 
“4 to join the army and be real men 
‘wc: We're indebted to our country for 
“ai juia all the lies that we received 
he for which we have to drudge and pay 
G “&y. the price for the balance of power 
tarsi This is to live our lives as slaves 


There'll be grimaces of confusion and fright 
=~ when we'll aim our weapons at the generals wa 
c+. who sent us to wars to die for plastic ideals 
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MADMAN 
When my dream became a nightmare INTO THE 
ALICENS ABYSS 


jus eon ane aise TR. 27 : 

ropped into a troubled doze D-64 le 

Stifiness filled my frozen hands ho 293 LO MISTADT 
2 D-06151.. 95563 


| fell deeper in my sleep 
Tried to break out of my fears | 

And when | woke up next morning 
| felt so cured that | could die 


Now I'm hearing voices laughing 
but they just cannot be placed 
Nasty laughters through my narrow 
small-paned window when it's late 

and they watch me suffocating : 
dressed in silhouettes vague and weird 
Drive me to cries of despair 
| clutch at the doorway 


Grunt the struggling breath of sufferi 
Tremble in a wave of fright 

Echoes buzz in my worned out head 
as | tug at my stout chain 

| swim in cold sweat of horror 

till | crumble to the ground 

Mutter words of insanity 

Now I'm cut off from this world 


cal sounds of spies in my head 
smash the silence of my thoughts 
and draw me into their clutches 
drive me to an unknown goal 

| want to cast myself from here 

into the squalid street below 

Behind iron bars my brain fades 

But my scream will haunt your souls 
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AND THE DEMONS LAUGH 


Alcoholic nights of madness. 
Hell--I should say. Most don't 
know what madness is or contains 
in it's vile. I live in a hell 
Dante couldn't have devised 
besides the fact that I have 

to live in this hell of an Earth. 
It is from inside. directed outward 

onto to a screen I have no choice 

but to view. And the willful suspension 

of disbelief is there too often. . 

The Demons .accusing,defining, and 

ripping identification from my 

wallet so I'll be accosted by 

their COPS as I léave the theatre 

and wrongly accused of some heinous 

crime. All this as the girl next door 
invites you over for seduction and ecstasy 
and instead I do what it seems i've done 
for a lifetime after years of starvation. 
I unzip my pants and pull it out for her 
and her picture for me and the Demons 
increase their assault,but by some sort of 
miracle of some Holy Ghost(certainly not 

a virgin) I come off on my self by my own 
hand as the Girl curses me and the demons laugh 
like killers and I know they are echoes of reality 
and feel like I'm being ripped in 2 and maybe-- 
just maybe-- I'll get through this one alive. 


And the Demons? Why, they just laugh all the louder. 
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Citycide 
Some days it doesn’t pay to go outside. 

Everybody I pass on the sidewalk looks sick. 

Nobody is looking at me in a good light, either. 
Disgusted by me, the mentally disturbed pass by - 
Serious folk, sad faces, the faces of the dead, 

Souls in need of succor and everything else, 

People who have lost their ass if they ever had one; 
People who have nothing left but maybe a semi-colon. 
The din of all kinds of traffic never lets up. 

I’ve gotten so used to people yelling around here, 
Alarms going off, things that sound like shots, 

I for sure don’t look out the window anymore. 

I might wake up, but I don’t open my eyes. 

Smoke gets in your eyes, broken glass, too. - 
Another sick fuck gets sicker on the sidewalk. 

People leave their bloody kotexes and dirty diapers around 
Like nobody’s going to be alive to notice. 

So who picks them up? 

Apartment manager poets like A.K. and me. 
Shit, rotten vegetables, car exhaust, 

Hot tar, stale sweat, cigarettes, 

These are the smells of "One Neat City.” 

We live in the clouds in San Francisco, 

And the mind can make a hell out of heaven 
And vice-versa, doncha know? 

Some days it doesn’t pay to stay at home: 

A live one just went over the fence in back, 
Claiming to our neighbor that he’d lost his keys 

As a dead body was taken by the hearse across the street 
Where we live in a nice part of town. 

Some kid buzzed my intercom and offered to suck my dick. 
I don’t know why I merited such a service. 

Two neighbors got slammed in a high speed chase 

By a robber fleeing in a stolen Mercedes, 

And another neighbor friend had a gun pulled on her, 
Had her purse cut off her arm, was pushed into traffic, 
And called a white bitch, even though she’s asian, & 

Her boyfriend was tripped up and had his wallet lifted, 
All in the very same day in our beautiful city, friends! 

But they still have to get up and go do their jobs. 

Some days it doesn’t pay to go outside, 

But I take a walk anyway, to listen to strangers talk, 

To hear their whining voices saying the same old things - 
Goddamn this language I know, sometimes!«. 

People yack, yack, yack about it all day long 

As if they hadn’t figured anything out yet. 

Shit, we ought to be wise by now! 

So that’s not the way life’s supposed to be? 

You've got to have a day like this one once in awhile. 
And believe me, somewhere a man is driving a tractor, 
Making a mass grave for victims of a slaughter, 
Thinking "Damn, it’s aaa to be alive." 


Whitman McGowan 
P.O. Box 471493 


SMHS ge TT” 2 ahd Pr? DREN San Francisco, CA 94147-1493 
© 1993, Whitman McGowan 


rmereeeiemeiin 
Sc ede ah hie sme = 
pers ES REE NN SIT a 


1, DAY AT CEREBRAL CARE CENTER - AD. 2100 ects 


| A wrinkly brain, three centuries old, 
sits in a bath of oxygenated fluids 
4 contemplating Cellular Biology theories 
"1 and certain tricky math problems. 
_1 Neurochemists interpret its thoughts by 
_ | reading printouts from a LaserWriter 
| connected to a compact supercomputer interface 
| which translates electrical pulses from pins 
1 stuck into every square inch of its gray matter. 
_ | It lives like the others, housed forever 
} on a rack of brains, a so-called “cerebral neighborhood.” 


ISOOTDEATH 


Wants To Know: 


ICR 


~ | The brain in space 49X is recovering 

from a traumatic, nearly fatal assault. - 

Apparently a perverted surgical technician 

sneaked into the highly guarded complex one night 
and grafted it to a brain of the opposite sex, 
causing both to go temporarily crazy. 

Fortunately, the prank was discovered quickly 

by an alert, young night watchman 

who summoned medical authorities immediately. 
An emergency operation performed at 2:00am was able 
to separate the confused pair safely. 


1 Today one of the brains is depressed. 

| It is experiencing multiple phantom-limb sensations 
1 and is so sad it keeps swelling and turning purple. 
It wants to see the High Sierras again 

and return to its job as a skiing instructor. 

1 Another brain, who is still a practicing therapist, 

7 tries to reason with it through the interface. 

| But the forlorn brain cannot be reasoned with 

1 and has to be put on Wellbutrin for two weeks. 
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| The brain in 251 is kind of a loser 
“| who uses the interface to distribute pornography, 
1 and he’s had his relatives pay off a lab worker 
| to inject him with nicotine and caffeine. 
_] Once he had this crackpot scheme to 
4 cross-clone his d.n.a. with the brain in 66J 
| and have a child through a surrogate mother. 
| But mostly he works as a test subject 
\ for pharmaceutical companies and drug researchers. 


The brain of an unidentified young woman 
overheats due to an unusual disorder 
| and must be kept in the refrigeration unit. ; 
Her body died in a motorcycle accident, 
but her brain was recovered intact. 
| She was eventually moved to Cerebral Care Center. 


The doctors have tried to explain what happened, 

| but she will not respond to the interface signals. 
Her printouts reveal only that she’s singing 

| and humming to herself all alone in there, 

though the melodies come strictly without words. 

| In her mind she has a four octave range . 

and her notes soar right off the graph paper. 

Maybe she never knew what hit her. 

Maybe she’s pretending not to understand. 

Maybe a song was all she ever had. 
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@ LITTLE PATIENCE GOES A LONG WAY IN AVOIDING NEEDLESS TRAGEDY 


real shit from 
Robert W. Howington 


I once called a more-than-very-crummy ; 50-fucking-yvear old garage 
apartment home. it was a one bedroom job with two gas furnaces and a 
window unit ait conditioner built onto the top of a garage that was in 
the back yard of this house owned by the musical director of the Fort 
Worth, Texas Boy’s Choir. for four fuckin’ years j was there, “85 to 
“89. they were the worst years of my life. i was only existing. i 
wraithed through life. i contemplated murder or suicide everyday i lived 
there because i was sO distraught over my current existence of 
nothingness in life. in fact, at this same time, 4 religious fanatic 
woman at work said to my face in front of everybody else, “I can look at 
you, Robert, and Know you’re gonnes come in here one day and shoot us 
all." i didn’t doubt her and said, "You better make peace with your God 
then because I’m not even sure myself what evil I might do." all i ever 
did was go to movies everyday after work and eat fast food and sit at my 
desk in that apartment and play Strat-O-Matic’s baseball board game. and 
once a week, on Friday’s after work, i’d go to a titty bar in Aartington 
called LACE, where former NY Yankees player and manager Billy Martin got 
his ass kicked by bouncers for being too rowdy. it was 4 big story in 
all the local and national papers. ij went to the spot outside LACE’s 
side door where Billy lost some blood after getting hit in the face- i 
bent down and looked at it. it looked. like someone had run a red crayon 
over the pavement but it was real blood from a famous sports celebrity. 
i’d tip the beautiful women who danced at LACE dollar bills and come 
home to the shit hole i slept in and jacked off to their images in my 
insane mind. after seeing my apartment first hand a friend advised me, 
“Never bring a date here.” No worrying about that since i never HAD a 
fuckin’ date in those four years i lived there. i was & loser piece of 
shit and was aware enough, unlike most people, to Know it. so i wasn’t 
going to force my dumbass self on some woman. hell, they all looked at 
me as if i was some wild animal on the loose out of its cage. so if i 
was gonna walk up to them they’d just move away in a swift manner as if 
j was the hunter and they were the hunted. 


Lady, get your hair off FRONT SEAT DRIVERS 


our clean table! 
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i wanted to Kill a next door neighbor who ha o dogs that barked all 
nite long Keeping me up and Keeping me from getting any kind of sleep. i 
had to get up at 6:15 a.m. to be at my mind-numbing government clerk job 
in Dallas by 8 p.m. ij wanted to kill the dogs too and bury them with 
their fuckin’ owner out in the middle of bumfuck Texas ~~~ and there’s @ 
LOT of bumfuck Texas out there. this guy went out into his back yard and 
used a .22 rifle to shoot and kil! squirrels. i didn’t call the cops on 
his ass because i looked at it this way: he was 4 homeowner in & 
respectable neighborhood. i was a_ loser living in @ horrid garage 
apartment. who would the cops believe? i figured the cops would look at 
me and wonder what I was into since i looked so fucked up anyway. i 
didn’t need any of their noses sniffing at my business. one of the 
squirrels he shot was in a tree next to my apartment and it died on & 
limb right outside my door. i saw.its dead body hanging UP there every 
fucking day and this just made me madder and madder about that next door 
motherfucker! GOD!, how much i wanted to off that spineless fucker and 
his mutts! i had a Smith & Wesson .357 Magnum, loaded with 125-grain 
hollow points, to do it with too. then i’d fuck his pretty wife and cut 
her throat as i came. then i’d get the keys to her red BW and drive it 
all over Hell until the cops stopped me by shooting out the tires and 
we’d shoot it out until i was killed from multiple gunshot wounds to the 
head and body. all of this would be seen live on C—-fuck ing-NN.- i’d be a 
cable tv star, however short-lived. a os a 
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sen osecteatens flushing toilet. life teaches us weird shit everyday and one of these i 
Pat etete ee. « }Tiearned the hard way is to NEVER do anything over a flushing toilet. 
wetstavereroree, pbelieve vou me leave the bathroom when flushing because it’!! guarantee 
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set ett arenes e,! everything i could think of- i unbent a hanger and jammed it up there 
eve’ore ofPes pout no fuckin’ luck. i got a plunger and plunged and plunged but it was 
wrote arene 808, no go. i didn’t want to tell the owner how stupid i was to drop that 
metetpeeoaes, | tube down the toilet as it flushed. ; also figured he’d want to charge 


me to get it fixed and since i was barely living on 
paycheck-to-paycheck balancing act i said fuck that shit. 


Pizza in the North End 


(6 


Wild-haired bohemians 

cruising through the North End at midnight. 
Back seat drivers, front seat drivers, and 
voices coming from the dashboard create 
a wall of turnpike poetry. 

Rumbling down America's back streets..... 
searching for satori and parper on a one-way street. 
Seven poets packed in like sardines eyeing the landscape, 
listening to the echoes of night living, and hearing jazz 
music coming from the Chelsea Bridge. 

Tibetan Tom chants the mantra of the pavement. 

Jessa observes street corner jesters. 

Lee expounds on Beat eneration rhythms. 

It's living, it's loving, it's the royal road that leads 

to pepperoni, onions, large-boned stockbrokers, 

and napkins scribbled wit nen verse. 

Exquisite, omnipresent, ram ling adventurers 

rounding the bend for one more stretch of 
the open road. 
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this shows you how fucked up my thinking was then. i lived like an 
animal. bread crumbs and other assorted food droppings dropped to the 
carpet as i ate off my chair’s ottoman and i never once in those four 
years Hoovered that dirt hole’s ugly green, 20-year-old carpet. that’s 
what having no money and no woman to make you tame does to you, man, and 
having to listen to dogs bark all the time and watching a guy kill 
innocent little fun furry animals who were cool to watch climb tree 
limbs. 30, obviously, i had a HUGE pile of my own shit out there on the 
side of that place! the owner never ventured back there so he never saw 


it. but it didn’t ever smell me out. the wind blew the stink away i 
guess. wild animals and other Kinds of living creatures ~~~ stray dogs 
w/shit-eating grins, angry wasps, inquiring cats, rotund roaches, 


bandit-eved raccoons, viscious possums, scavenger rats, spiders as big 
as feet, escaped gorillas, leaf-eating locusts, the squirrels who 
survived the next door menace’s gunsight and anything else that could 
get its ass Up to my shit pile --~ would come and smell it. weeds grew 
big in and around it. 


@ 6 
CHRIST, i’m glad i’m not living like that no more. GOD!, what an eh 
existence. total degradation. i can’t,,believe i survived it. i was truly BP 
out of my mind. and ji didn’t even have any hard drugs to take to ease “oe 
the daily torture. i lived all this sober. i didn’t even drink for god’s oeee 
sake! bukowsKi lived like hell and was @ tough motherfucker but i don’t - 


think he was tough enough to live it all sober. no, the man wasn’t that 
fuckin’ tough! i think it was i was THAT fucking NUTS! 


eventually, i think it was a year later, the tube wore down from my acid 


piss and it broke free and then ij could finally shit again like a normal es * 
human even though i was then and am now nowhere near being a normal eee, 
human. but i’m not like i was then in that garage apartment. at least oS a 
now i take drugs when available or drain some serious booze to escape “o°. "eo @ 
the torture of living every-fucking-day life! re 


HOMEMADE ICE CREAM PRESS * 
4405 Bellaire Drive ok 8 
#220 < 
Fort Worth, Texas 76109 « 


the toilet there backed up once when ij dropped a tube of 
antibiotic ointment in it while it was flushing. the tube slipped outta 
my hand somehow and of course i had to be messing with it right over the 


you what happened to me won’t happen to you. so ij had to shit in a can 
and dump it out the window next to the alley. what i did is i got a 
small can = and placed it down in the toilet bowl. then i’d put the seat 
down and sit there and take a shit like regular people do but only my 
shit went into the can not water. after finishing i’d wipe and throw the 
paper in with the shit in the can. if i tried to flush the shit down 
it’d just get stuck at the toilet’s mouth because that tube was stuck in 
there good and wouldn’t let anything past it. ij could only flush my piss 
down. i did try to get that tube unstuck but had no luck at all. i tried 
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the war is never over 
because it never really began 
it was just always there 

a constant hunger 

a constant need 

a war is always an easy 

way out 

an easy way to satisfaction 
for people who feel 

they have to tell other people 
what to do 

and for people who feel 
compelled to listen 

it seems like an ancient, 
mysterious relationship ; 
that just can't seem to SES 4 / t 
split it up 0 hy 4 ‘ i. 
or call it quits ey PWR 777): | : yf, 
or whatever cee! bates bth 
ijt just perpetuates ; 
its own stupidity 4 
an eternal co-dependency & : 
but then again a 
I suppose that 
when you follow 
a herd 

you get what you 
deserve 
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» these walls sometime 


S scream wij 4 
_ Other times heave wi Mice: 


th the passion of love 


these walls hold 

Our existence- 
manuscripts piled into ie sc 
ei idal corners 


ard boxes and metal shelves 


ae wall with it’s poster and flyers 
pi Cryptic messages make Others curi 

wall would embarrass idee 
aa Our children and 
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Suburban Non-Profit Sector 


At weddings when young I imparticullarly remember one 

when I was eleven or twelve this union i like pulling 

rancid turnips said fathers breath and dance dance dance 

always tables near tables on top of tables periodic tables 

this chemistry betwwen elements fused as air dust blown 

into a 45 horse vacumn Kirby I believe other children 
surrounded yet during the vinyl spin of Abracadabra 

my lips first grounded anothers I bought the release 

dancing ; singing dancing singing 

the speédball of verse inside me 

each four month move 


for the record 


was eventually lost. 
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PRINCE OF KINK 


\ 


he loves 

to get beaten by dominant women, 
whamped and thumped methodically, 
tied and humiliated, 

he craves being overpowered, 

he trembles, loses control, 
grovels before the mistress, SS +5 : SS) SE 

begs for cruelty, co A’ : : SZ 2 
relentless beatings, yl 

he gets laughed at, 

plastered with scars, 

he is made to lick feet, 

spends hours carefully manicaring 
mistresses toenails, 

has been branded her property, : ‘Gr ES 
probed with dildos, Sas ; ZA WINN 
worships her boots, 2 ont Cs 3s 
her riding crop, = Z \ RWS AAT 
(instrament of liberation), Ss : ' 

he endures merciless 

cock panishment 

and restraint, 

his entire body suspended, 
tortured and photographed 
in 6-inch pumps, 

pink lipstick, 

lacy black bra, 

rhinestone skirt, 

his leather cravings 

hanging 

upside down, hardcore 
prince of kink. 
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SPINAL LURCH BY DF Lewis f 


222 THE STREETS WERE BLURRED WITH RAIN. SEBASTIAN KITE WAS WANDERING THE : 
BACKWATERS OF A TOWN HE THOUGHT HE KNEW LIKE THE PALM OF HIS HAND. BUT, AS ; 
THE FORTHCOMING NIGHT BROUGHT THE SKIES CLOSER TO GROUND-LEVEL, HE FOUND 4 
HIMSELF IN QUARTERS IMPENETRABLE - WHICH, IN WARMER, LESS FOGGY DAYS, WERE \" 
SPEEDY WITH THE HARD-LIMNED FACES OF THE UNDERGONES. 

HE HAD BEEN EMPLOYED AS AGENT PROVOCATEUR BY FORCES UNFATHOMABLE. 

"GO AND FIND THOSE WHO NEED SYMPATHIES TO LATCH ON TO.” 

“I'm NOT THE SORT TO HAVE FOLLOWERS.” 

“JUST SMILE, SEBASTIAN, BECAUSE WE'VE REPLASTICKED YOUR IMAGE INTO A 
LIKENESS THEY'RE BOUND TO HAVE DROOLED OVER IN THE WALKIN-WALKOUTS.” 

SEBASTIAN LOOKED ASKANCE. HE COULD NOT RECALL HIS OWN CHILDHOOD, AS 
IF HE HAD ALWAYS BEEN A VR JUNKIE, WITH NO HOME OR MOTHER TO SPEAK OF. HIS 
BRAIN TURNED OVER WITH TOLERANCES AND MARGINS-OF-ERROR THAT HAD BEEN BUILT 
INTO THE FLESH-CORRODED METAL OF HIS SKULL -.WHILST THE RESULTANT TUNNEL- 
VISION CRANKED HARD TO KEEP PACE WITH MOVING TARGETS. HE WAS NOT PERFECT, 
BUT IF HE HAD BEEN, HE’D’VE BEEN EVEN LESS SO. 

HEAVY DRIZZLE WAS EASY. THOUGH WHEN THE SHORELESS SLANTING SKIES 
OPENED UP LATER» SEBASTIAN CLOSED HIS EYES AND TOOK HEED OF THE GYRE-NEEDLE 
WITHIN HIS SHELL HAT. THEY HAD SAID THAT IF ALL ELSE FAILED, HE COULD TRY 
THAT PARTICULAR REALITY-GIZMO, TIPPED TOWARDS WINNING WITHIN ITS LOOSE- 
OILED GAMBLEWORKS. THE NEEDLE, INDEED, WOULD BE NECESSARY WHEN BEYOND THE 
END-SCENARIOS OF THE CITY IN VICINAGES THAT NEO-TEENS AND SUB-FOGEYS ROAMED 
IN WHATEVER WEATHERS. 

SEBASTIAN HAD BEEN TOLD THAT GROWN-UPS, IN THE OLD SENSE» HAD 
REALISED THAT IT HAD GONE ON ALL ALONG, BUT, IN REBELLION AGAINST THE 
INEVITABLE BID-AND-OFFER GAPS OF THE VARIOUS GENERATIONS, THEY HAD 
CONSTRUCTED HISTORIES WHICH ONLY THEY COULD CONTROL ... UNTIL, TOO LATE, 
THEY DIED OUT, LEAVING EXACTLY NOBODY IN CONTROL. THEIR YOUNGSTERS HAD 
DISCARDED ALL FEASIBLE HISTORIES, EVEN THE FALSE ONES. MUTANT GANGS OF 
THESE ILL-GRAFTED SOULS RANGED THE NOW LEAFLESS SUBURBS. MIND-SPINNING 
LESS THAN THEIR FOREBEARS FOR FEAR OF RELIGIOUS RUST, HOLDING ON TO THEIR 
IDENTITIES ALONG WITH THEIR DREAMS, THUS THE TROUSER-HEAD CULTURE WAS 
SPURNED. SEBASTIAN FOUND ONE SUCH, CROUCHING IN THE GUTTER’S FLOW. HE 


THEN PRISED THE MICROBONE FROM THE DRY AREA OF HIS RIBCAGE AND THRUST IT 
UNDER THE NOSE OF HIS FIRST TARGET. 


“THOSE AT HOME WILL BE INTERESTED TO KNOW WHAT MADE YOU COME HERE?” 

“WHERE'S THY SPUNKIN’ CAMERA?” 

SEBASTIAN POINTED TO THE HELICOPTEROID THE CHURNING BLADES OF WHICH 
RAISED THE SPRAY. HE THEN THRUST A FINGER UP HIS LEFT NOSTRIL TO TAKE 
CONTROL AS THE HUGE HOSEPIPE THAT HAD LURCHED FROM HIS SPINAL COLUMN 
THRASHED TO AND FRO AS IT DOCKED WITH THE PULSING BELLY OF THE 
HELICOPTEROID. IT WAS A LIVE PROGRAMME OF WHICH SEBASTIAN KITE WAS THE 
CELEBRITY OF CEREMONIES. HIS MIND HAD ONCE BELONGED TO A CRAZE-CROSSED 
YOUTH, SO HE KNEW, OR THOUGHT HE KNEW, WHAT MADE THEIR INNARDS TICK. THAT 
WAS WHY THE ADULT BREED HAD EMPLOYED HIM: THEY NEEDED. SOMEONE WHO STRADDLED 
THE CULTURES. SEBASTIAN HAD TAKEN ON THE JOB, FOR HE WANTED TO BE IN THE 
MAINSTREAM OF THE MEDIA, TO STRUT HIS STUFF UNDER TIMECHECKS, QUICKFLASH 
CAPTIONS AND TRANSVERSE-SCREEN NEWS~FUTURES. 

SOMETIMES, THE INTERVIEWEES FAILED TO BEHAVE, AS THEY WOULD HAVE DONE 
IN REAL TIME RECORDINGS. TODAY WAS ONE SUCH OCCASION. SEBASTIAN WAS ONLY 
A LITTLE OLDER THAT THOSE WHO STALKED FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE ARMCHAIR 
BRIGADE - THOSE COUCH POTATOES AND SOFA SAUSAGES THAT HAD SQUARE SOULS. 

BUT NOTHING SEEMED TO TONGUE UP THIS PARTICULAR GUTTERSNIPE. 

“HEY MOOSH, GIT THAT SPUNKIN’ MAKEEN OUTTA THE AIR» CLATTRIN AND 

NIGGER’S IGLOO.” 
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"HOLD ON, HOLD ON, THERE ARE MILLIONS WATCHING FROM THAT THING UP 
THERE» WANTING TO KNOW, TO UNDERSTAND THE CULTURE YOU REPRESENT. You SEE, 
YOU ARE A DERELICT, AN UNDERCLASS, AND THEY WANT TO LEARN ABOUT YOU BEFORE 
SUNDAY DINNER.” 

“UNDERCLASS? UNDIECLASS. SPINNING-GLASS. Yep, I’m A GRUNTHEAD, BUT 
MORE FLESH AND BONE THAN EVER THE LIKES OF YOU, KITE-SHITE. THE RAIN FOGS 
ME BONES, BUT RATHER THAT THAN BE LIKE You, 0 TV Man!” 

SEBASTIAN CARRIED THE GAZE OF MILLIONS UPON HIS BACK» WHICH HE NOW 
TRIED TO SHAKE OFF LIKE A DOG FRESH FROM DUNKING. HE WATCHED THE YOUNG 
REFUSENTK CRAWLING AWAY ALONG THE GUTTER AND HE SIGNALLED DESULTORILY FOR 
THE HELISPIDER TO HANG LOWER. HE TOOK THE MOUTHPIECE BETWEEN HIS GRITTED 
TEETH AND TRIED TO SOUND OFF BETWEEN THE RATCHETTING OF THE CARAPACE 
ROTORS» AS IF HE WERE COMMENTING LIVE UPON THE NEEDLE MATCH OF HIS OWN 
EXISTENCE. MEAT VERSUS METAL. THE RAIN CLOUDED HIS FACE LIKE 
INTERFERENCE ON AN OLD RECORDING. a 
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BORED WITH DEATH 


I'm bored with Death. 
His hellish sermons have become 


His everlasting apparition has become 
AS boring as a handcuffed hooker; 
His burning punishment has become 
As irritating as itchy body lice. 


Always standing before the stage 


To confuse the actors, screaming 

To drown out the dialogue, laughing 

So hideously the smiles of the audience 
Are warped into grimaces, taunting 

Them to leave before the script 

Is completed, pointing frantically 

To incompleted exits, prophesying. 
Between the acts: "This trivial play 
Will soon be Over, but mine is profound 
And will last forever." 


I sat and watched, trying to ignore 
This jester, staring past his jerkings 


On the script, but also listening 


Not at the amusements of the play, 

But to separate myself 

From his imposition, until the actors 
And script vanished into the background 
And only this jester remained. 


And completed its co 
With the banging of my head. 


I'm bored with Death; 


I, too, can gnaw on my bones like dogs, 
I, too, can eat my flesh like maggots, 


Destruction is creation, 
Creation is awakening. 


He welcomed me like an expert lover, 
But loved me with frigidity; 

He made my bed with a stiff coldness 
Which warmed into impotency,. 
His play is eternal 

As the frantic promises 

Of a desperate lover. 

I'm bored with Death. 


David Rhine 


As familiar as the snoring of a spouse; 


In his horny mask, strutting and jumping 


To the movements of the actors, concentrating 


To the echos of his screams, and laughing, 


Sleeping until Sleeping is Sleeplessness, 


I, too, can crawl through my dust like worms. 


" do you find it ironic that” 
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